The Old Lion Dying
army and himself. The army is not the old army, and he is
not Napoleon."
"Darner said the intrepid Cambronne. "Notice when
he speaks. He has all the old confidence."
"That is assumed," the other returned. "If not, he
does not know the old fire has burned out. Did you hear
how he spoke to Grouchy last night? He gave a vague
wave of his hand, said nothing definite, and trusted all
to the incompetent Grouchy. Why, he talked like some
feeble college professor too tired to go on with his lecture,
not the conqueror of Austerlitz. Would the old emperor,
do you think, sleep so late as he did this morning, then
prate of politics while Bliicher escaped? Would the man
of Marengo let traitors slip over to the foe, Gerard ar-
rive late, Ney hesitate, Soult blunder, d'Eiion march back
and forth as though on a parade-ground, and all the sup-
plies go wrong? I know what you would suggest—that
Prance is not the same. Still, the leader of old would have
forestalled mistakes, prepared everything in advance,
lashed out before these blunderers so that every one would
be afraid to blunder again, and infused even this poor
army with some of his own decisiveness and spirit. Now he
is merely going through the motions.
"I talked with a captured English officer to-day," he
went on sadly, as he stumbled over one of the corpse-like
figures on the knapsacks; "and they still fear him and
consider him the arch-fiend of the world. They are fine
soldiers too, Cambronne; and if they beat him, as they
may with the odds, they will boast that Wellington and
Bliicher are his peers. But they will not be beating the
man that was."
Cambronne peered through the gloom in astonishment.
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